CHAPTEK I
THE CURTAIN RISES
my nerves had been stretched so long and mercilessly on the
rack of prevarication and disappointment that my brain
reacted but sluggishly to the shock that awaited me on our
return from-'Uqair. A messenger came from Ibn Jiluwi.
The Amir salutes you, he said, the camels and men are ready
for you, and you may start when you will. It was good
news, indeed, but I was far from ready. I had grown
accustomed to delay, but never thought that I myself should
be responsible for it. Now there was not a minute to lose
as there were rumours that the King would be coming to
Hufuf almost immediately. His arrival and presence would
inevitably divert attention from the business of launching
my expedition. But the fact remained that I was not ready.
Some of my indispensable gear was, indeed, marooned with
my car in the deep soft sand of the heavy dune country
within a mile of 'Uqair. I had gone thither with one of the
Qusaibi brothers to meet another of them expected from
Bahrain. I had thus completed my second crossing of the
Arabian peninsula—this time by motor car—from sea to sea.
I had been glad of the opportunity of examining and measur-
ing up the ruin-field which I cannot but believe to be the site
of the ancient sea-port of Gerrha. And not the least pleasing
experience of my short sojourn Jiad been a meeting with my
host of 1917, the governor of 'Uqair, 'Abdul Rahman ibn
Khairallah. You have grown thin, he said to me, but praise
be to God, that has guided you into the right way. He had
grown old and grey and very mellow. We talked pleasantly
of old times, sipping coffee and tea. And what, I asked, of
Ibn Suwailim, who was governor of Qatif in those days ? He
died a few years ago, he replied, God have mercy on hioi!
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